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GAIN I have been reading some fairy stories to see if | 
could find something which would be interesting to you, 
and I am quite sure that you will like this one. It is 
about a nightingale who lived in a wood beyond an 
emperor's garden. -The garden was very beautiful; it 
was filled with all sorts of wonderful things. The 
emperor was interested in many of these things, but he 
did not know anything about the wonderful nightingale . 
e wood just beyond. 


One day a man heard the nightingale; he wrote a book about her, 
and through the book, the emperor learned about the bird. 

The emperor was very much surprised to find there was some- 
thing in his kingdom which he knew nothing about, so he summoned 
an usher to ask him about the bird. The usher knew nothing about the 
nightingale, and he could find no one else who knew anything about it. 
Finally, however, after the emperor threatened to punish everybody if 
the bird was not found, the usher inquired of a little kitchen maid who 


had heard the nightingale. Then she led them all to the edge of the 
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“The garden was very beautiful. 


WEE WISDOM 3 
wood, and there was the nightingale who sang her wonderful song for 


them. 

The nightingale accepted an invitation to come to the emperor’s 
palace and sing for him. It was a great evening when the nightingale 
sang, and the emperor was so pleased that he had a special golden cage 
built for the bird, and she became a permanent member of his court. 

All went well until some one sent the emperor a mechanical bird 
that could sing one of the nightingale’s songs. It was a very gorgeous 
bird and pleased the emperor so much that he placed it on the golden 
perch along with the real nightingale. But while all the folks were 
enjoying the mechanical bird, the real nightingale flew away, and they 
did not know where she went. For a long time they listened to the 
mechanical bird, but finally it began to wear out. One day it broke, 
and they had a hard time getting it fixed. After it was fixed, they were 
afraid to have it sing, for fear it would break again. 

One day the emperor took sick, and it was thought that he was 
going to die. He called for music all the time, and tried to coax the 
mechanical bird to sing for him. It could not sing because the emperor 
was too sick to wind it up. But the real nightingale heard his call; she 
perched in his window and sang a song for him. This made the em- 
peror well, and each night after that the nightingale came to sing him 
to sleep. 

This is a longer story than I thought it was going to be, although 
I have made it just as short as I could. While I was reading the story, 
it reminded me of a lot of other things in life. You know that some 
things are real, and other things are merely imitations. The real things 
always bring much more of joy and life to us than the imitations. 
While the imitations may interest us for a time, we soon tire of them, or 
they wear out, and then they no longer mean anything to us. 

Can you remember when you used to play with a little woolly 
dog that some one bought for you at a toy store? Of course it was 
splendid, and you had a lot of fun with it. Then after that, did you 
even have a regular dog, one that could run and play with you? What 
- difference, and how much more joy and fun you had with the real 

g! 

Yes, and there were lots of make-believe things we used to play 
with; but no matter how much fun we had with them, we always 
wanted the real things. Of course, playing with the imitations helped 
us to appreciate the real, and in that way they were good. 

The story teaches us not to give up the real for the imitation. 
Sometimes when we see an imitation, it looks so nice that we mistake it 
for something real. 

The real things of life always come in perfect order, and for the 
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good of everybody. That is, of course, if we have faith in God, and 
work in harmony with his good will for us. The real things that are 
for the good of everybody, give us life, just as the song of the nightin- 
gale gave life to the emperor. The sham, the unreal, the imitations, 
the false, have no life in them, and cannot give life; at best, they can 
give us only temporary joy. 

I wonder how many things you can find that are real, and how 
many things that are only imitations. Then, I wonder how many 
things you can discover that you do which are real, and give you 
lasting joy, and how many things you do which are unreal, and give 
you only temporary joy. 

If you will think about the things you do, and the things you want 
to do in this light, you will soon learn to do the right thing every time, 
and to leave undone the things that are best undone. Peter Pan boys 
and girls soon learn to tell the real from the unreal, the true from the 
false, the genuine from the imitation. That is why we always stay 
young, happy, and healthy. 


WHEN MARY WENT ON A HIKE 


(A true story by Rowene Danielson) 

It was the last day of school, and the students in Mary’s room 
were going on a hike. They were going to climb a big hill, starting at 
ten o'clock in the morning. 

Mary was the first one to reach the top of the hill. When the 
other members of the party had joined Mary, they had lunch. They 
tramped all over the hill, and had lots of fun. 

Mary got something in her eye, just about the time they started for 
home. When she reached home, she was so tired that she went to bed. 
When she awoke and got up, her eye was still very painful. Then she 
thought of Wee Wisdom and she said, “My eye can’t hurt. God 
won’t let it hurt.””. And sure enough, God would not let her eye hurt, 
for immediately her eye stopped hurting. 


Clara L. Ball, RFD route 3, Cattaraugus, N. Y., one of our grown-up 
Wees, says that she finds lots that is helpful to her in Wee Wisdom, and she 
wants some of the Wees who are Girl Scouts to write to her, especially those who 
live in the country. 

Ralph B. Deuel, 641 Cy. avenue, Casper, Wyo., saved up one dollar in 
pennies and bought four Booster pins, three for some of his friends, and one for 
himself. Ralph has also sent in three names for subscriptions for Wee Wisdom, 
to apply on a Peter Pan cap which he is trying to get. Ralph is showing the 
right spirit, and we know it will not be long before he will send in the other two 
names and get his cap. Success to you, Ralph. 
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DAISY HIDES 


The master of a beautiful garden made it his first duty to go the 
rounds of his garden early in the morning, to see that everything was in 
perfect order. This morning he came to the beautiful daisy who hung 
her head, and sobbed. 

“Daisy,” he said, ““why do you hide your face in this manner? 
Can anything have happened?” 

“Oh! that I had never been created,” sobbed Daisy. “I was 
born for misery. As I slept last night, the gold was all removed from 
my heart.” 

“Don’t worry, dear Daisy,” responded the master. “‘I’l] soon find 
si culprit, though I had never suspected that there could be a thief 

ere. 

The master left her comforted, and passed on among the flowers, 
bushes, and trees, and each did its best to outdo his neighbor in sending 
forth its fragrance. 

Next he encountered the birds and animals. All were good- 
naturedly jostling each other about, seeking to get near the master. 
The flicker alone remained in the background. The master spied him 
and sensed trouble. 

““What ails you, F licker,” he inquired. 
““My wings are stiff, sir. I cannot move them, but I dare say they 
will be all right soon.’ 

“Ah! I must attend to them immediately,” replied the master. 

“No, sir. Please do not bother yourself about them,” said the 
flicker, nervously. 

But the master lifted the flicker’s wings to examine them, and he 
found a quantity of gold hidden under each wing. Flicker had been 
unable to find a hiding place for his stolen treasure before daylight, so 
he had attempted to conceal Daisy’s gold on himself. 

The master tried to remove the gold, but discovered that some 
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of it had become so deeply imbedded in the wings that it could not be 
removed. He removed what he could, and kept it to return to Daisy. 
“From this day,” he said to Flicker, “a little gold shall always 
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“As I slept last night, the gold was all removed from my heart.” 


remain under your wings, to remind the inhabitants of the earth of your 
misdeed.”” 

Then Flicker went away, glad to be let off so easily. 

The master returned to Daisy with the gold. ‘Now that you 
have received your possession back,” he said kindly, “you will be in- 
vested with the power of closing your petals at night, to protect your- 
self from further theft.” 

Daisy thanked him with tearful eyes and promised to guard her 
treasure carefully. This promise she faithfully carried out, with the 
result that she is still the proud possessor of a large quantity of beautiful 
gold. 

: And this is why the daisy hides her gold at night. Also, if you 
should ever get close enough to Flicker to examine him, you will find 
that, to this day, a little of the stolen gold remains under his wings. 


- 


Gwyneth Jones, Maes Hedydd Farm, Rhyl, North Wales, writes that she 
loves Wee Wisdom, and would be very sorry not to get it. 


— 
S74 
yy) of “A, a \ 


WEE WISDOM 


BIRTHDAYS 


Birthdays are happy days. 

Nearly always, on birthdays, there are gifts, and the expression 
of good wishes; nearly always, on birthdays, every one is joyous. 

Life is the gift of God. Since God has given us our friends, we 
wish to give, too. That is why we offer gifts to our friends on their 
birthdays. We wish to add a gift to the gift of God. Some people 
observe their own birthdays. by giving gifts to other people. ‘That is 
another way of showing gratitude to God for his gift of life. But the 
greatest gift that we can give to our friends, and to the world, is the 
gift of good living. 

Birthdays make us think of what we should do with God’s gift 
of life to us. When we were wee babies, we were a help to others, 
because we were so innocent and so dear that they could not help loving 
us, and loving is a great gift in any life. 

But when we have more birthdays, there come other ways in 
which we can help. One of these ways is to love those who love us. 
Another way, is to love every one. Still another way is to show kind- 
ness to every one and to everything. As our birthdays increase, we 
can do more kinds of work, and learn more ways in which to be useful. 
Good deeds and true thoughts are gifts which we can offer to God and | 
to his world, every day. They are beautiful gifts, which show our 
gratitude to him for his gift of life to us. 

Birthdays do not mean that we are growing old. They mean 
that we are learning how to live. We celebrate the birthdays of great 
men and great women, because the example of a great life is a splendid 
gift to the world. The great life is a lesson on how God means for us 
to use his gift of life to us. 

The greatest birthday is Christmas. On that day, millions and 
millions of people remember that Jesus Christ was born, as God’s most 
wonderful gift to this world. Jesus Christ brings so much love, so much 
understanding, and so much joy into the world, and he so sweetly 
teaches us how to live, that, even though we forget to celebrate our own 
birthdays, we never forget to celebrate his. 


Life in us is the same life that is in God and in Jesus Christ. 
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God’s life, which is also his gift of life to us, does not grow old. It is 
always new and strong and beautiful. We must be sure to remember 
just what God’s life is, whenever we hear people say that they are 
growing old. When they say that, they really mean that they have had 
many birthdays. And we know that as birthdays increase, we should 
know more about God’s gift of life; we should know more about its 
gladness and beauty and newness. : 

Here is a good reminder of the nature of God’s gift of life to us: 

Life is the gift of God to me. It is always new and sweet and 
beautiful. 

If we hear any one speak of being old, or if we see any one who 
has not remembered what life really is, we can say: 


Life. is the gift of God to you. It is always new and sweet and 
beautiful. 


NorMA SCHLEEMANN (13 years) 


On the outskirts of a small country village, was a gloomy hut, 
surrounded by weeds and brush. The owner was a tall, slim fellow, 
with pale cheeks, and a look about him which showed that he was not 
very strong. He and his father dressed very poorly, and were careless 
about their appearance, not even being careful to keep clean. 

Jim had no friends, so he roamed alone over the fields and valleys, 
longing for companionship. One day he met a man who was reading 
a little book with much interest. Jim also saw in his hand a sheet of 
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paper on which was written in large letters, ““The wisdom, the life, 
the strength, the truth of God is within me, and love never faileth.” 
He asked the man what that meant, and the man explained to him that 
it meant that he, Jim, was one with all these things which he so desired. 

The man saw that Jim was interested, so he gave him the paper. 
Jim read it over and over, and soon awakened to the God-Spirit that 
was within him. 

It was not long before a great change took place in the neglected 
home and surroundings, as well as in Jim and his father. No longer 
were there weeds and brush about the cottage, but beautiful flowers and 
shrubbery. The hut was neatly kept, and happiness and health just 


“It was not long before a great change took place.” 


bubbled within the father and son. Jim understood the companionship 
of the trees, and the flowers and the birds, and he became strong, and 
‘had rosy cheeks. Everybody learned to love him, as he learned to love 
all people. 

This wonderful lesson will go throughout Jim’s life, and may we 
all learn it, and live it as Jim did. 


Vesta Webb, age 14, 341 Illinois avenue, Lorain, Ohio, says that she 
loves to write stories and poems, and will write a story for Wee Wisdom. Send 
your story in, Vesta, and if it tells about something good, we will publish it, when 
we have the space. Vesta likes the stories and poetry in Wee Wisdom. 
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IN THE WOODS 
ELLIs CHAMBERLAIN 
In the woods there stands the pine, 
The oak and redwood, too; . 
Some are small that we can climb, 
Some are old, and some are new. 


The willow and the fir, 
The maple, too, is there; 
Bushes, too, and many a burr, 
And flowers, too, most rare. 


The lion, too, is there, 
The squirrels and the owls, 
Many animals beside the bear, 
And many pretty fowls. 


“The lion, too, is there.” 
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BUNKEY 
BetTiE RITCHIE 


[Story of a dog told by himself, with the help of little Betty. Betty and 
Betty’s mamma thought the Wees might like to know this true story, and so they 
sent it, with their loving appreciation, to Wee Wisdom. The mamma wrote, 
““This dog was the thinnest, sickest dog ever seen. Today he is the healthiest, 
happpiest dog that can be found anywhere. He is known as “The dog that knows 
no evil.’ He was not only sick and thin, but he had sore eyes, and now they are 
perfect. He radiates the love we helped him to know during our times of prayer, 
when we first took him into our home.”’} 


I want to tell you my story, beginning with my first recollection of 
what happened to me. 

I was lying in the shade, back of the hotel. It was a bright, June 
day, and | was tired, thirsty, hungry, downhearted, and sick. I was 
only a baby dog, and I wished some one would love me. 

_ Suddenly I heard a loud noise. It came nearer and nearer, and | 
was so scared that I ran down the alley. Then I heard a kind voice. 
Could it be calling me? I turned, and there was a little girl on roller 
skates. It was these skates which had made the racket that had fright- 
ened me. I looked up at the little girl, and she looked down at me. | 
was all excited; maybe she wanted me. I thought, 

“Oh! I guess not!” 

Then I flopped down again. The little girl stooped and petted 
me. It seemed too good to be true. Then she skated away on those 
rackety things. 

“Oh! is she going to leave me?”’ I asked myself, and then I said, 
“Not if I can help it.’ 

I pulled myself up, and, thinking of nothing but her goodness to 
me, I trotted after her, as fast as my legs would let me. 

She was going too fast for me, but urged on by this new feeling of 
love, I tried to catch up. Suddenly the little girl stopped, looked back, 
and seeing me, skated toward me and said, 

“Oh! you poor little thing! I want you, and you want me, but | 
don’t believe I should take you home.” 

She skated away, but I still tried to follow her. It was very 
slow work, for I was dreadfully tired. 

Again she looked back, and I looked at her, begging her, as best 
I could, to take me. I was becoming weaker and weaker, and soon | 
fell in the road, exhausted. 

“If she goes any farther I will not be able to reach her,”’ I said to 
myself. ‘Then she came back to me, and picked me up tenderly in her 
arms, and carried me away. 
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That was such bliss! I can still feel it. Pretty soon this little girl 
met a little boy, and she offered to give me to him, but, to my great joy, 
he did not want me, because he had a cat at home. My little friend 
carried me on, and I heard her say softly, 

“T really am glad he did not take you, you puny little thing, but I 
don’t know whether Mother will be willing that 1 should keep you.” 

My new friend held me close to her, and I could feel something 
going pound, pound, pound. Soon she turned in at her home, and took 
me upstairs. At the door, we met a lady ; it was her mother. She said, 

“Why aie you so—’ then she saw me. I felt something wet fall 
on me, as if it were raining. - I looked up into my little friend’s face, 
and saw that the drops were coming from her eyes. It was queer, but 
that is true. 

The little girl asked, 

“Mother, may I keep him?” 

I looked at the lady, and she seemed perplexed, but she an- 
swered, 

“Yes, Dearie, I guess you may. I will call up Daddy. I have 
been waiting for you, as I wanted to see my little girl before I went 
out.” 

The little girl set me down, but I stayed close to her. She walked 
down a long hall, and into a kitchen. There we met a big boy. When 
he saw me, he laughed at me and picked me up. I liked this boy very 
much. While he was playing with me, my little mistress got me some 
nice, warm milk. 

A little later, Betty (that is her name) and her mother went into 
a room where they each sat in a chair. I followed them, and lay down 
beside Betty’s chair. Then I heard these words: _ 

“‘Now just know that the little dog is full of God’s perfect health. 
There is nothing but love and health here, now.” 

Then all was still. I kept thinking these beautiful words to my- 
self; they were so comforting. Pretty soon everything was gone from 
me. Later—I do not know how much later—I looked up and saw my 
two dears getting up. I had had a nice nap, and was feeling much 
better and happier. I wagged my tail, and Betty said, 

“Isn't he cute?” 

They called me Bunkey, and I liked that name very much. That 
afternoon, I went to school with Betty. To my disappointment, I was 
left for two hours and a half in a room all by myself. I howled and 
cried, but it did no good. Once when I was in the middle of my worst 
howl, the door was opened, but the little girl who came in was not 
Betty. The girl said something to me that was not very pleasant. Of 
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course, I still felt bad, but after she left, I just whimpered softly to 
myself. 

After what seemed a long, long, time, I heard footsteps. The 
door opened, and there was Betty! She had come to take me away. 
I followed her around, all the afternoon, and sometimes she carried me. 
I got awfully dirty, but I could not help it. 

Again that night, Betty and her mother and [| sat silently 
in a room by ourselves. While I was there, there was something in me 
that seemed to wake up, and when we went out, I was much stronger; | 
ran down the hall, and back again, over the rugs. 

Daddy came home, and Uncle, also. They said some nice things 
about me, and I was the happiest thing alive. After a nice dinner, | 
had a long nap. 

When Betty went to bed, I was shut up in the kitchen, which was 
very annoying to me. Later in the evening, Daddy and Mother took 
me out of my basket, and_put me into a tub of water. I got all wet, and 
shivered; but they rubbed me hard, and when I was dry, I felt better. 

The next morning, I was again taken into a room with Betty and 
her mother, for the time of prayer, and when I went out I was much 
better. I liked to sleep and rest, but I was always looking for some- 
thing I could do to help these kind people. 

I have been with this family for two years, and I love each 
member, devotedly. I am trying to teach other dogs the love that I 
have learned. I usually pick out the dogs who are fighting. I go up 
to them, and they generally snarl; but I know that God guides all dogs, 
so I start to play. Sometimes it takes half an hour to get a dog to play, 
but I have never failed yet to win one and to make him get into the 
game. 
If you know any one who wants to have his dog learn about love, 


I should be glad to teach it. 


This being the birthday number, all the short illustrated 
stories are by our young authors. The Wees who wrote in time, 
will find their letters in Wee Wisdom. Now let us all see how 
much improvement we can all make in our letters and stories and 
understanding of Truth, the coming year, and so make the next 
birthday number even better than this one. 


—THE EbITor. 
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BEVERLY McDoNALD 


I’m so glad school is out, 

For then I’ll go about; 

I'll get in a boat 

And let it float. 

Oh! won’t it be fun, 

When on the beach I'll run! 
When the hot days come by, 
And the cool breezes sigh, 
“Tt’s time to go to bed,” 
And the moon shines overhead. — 
““Go to bed, go to bed, 

And rest your busy head.” 


Catherine Purvis, who lives in the Children’s Home, in Seattle, Wash., has 
sent a little story to Wee Wisdom. Catherine is a little mother to her two little 
brothers who are in the same home. 
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Go to bed, go to bed.” 


A wonderful report has been received from the Booster club, in Seattle, 
Wash. We wish we had room to give the entire report. However, we will tell 
you as much about it as space will permit, as some of our other Boosters may be 
able to do likewise: 

The Seattle Booster Club was organized November 5, with eleven members. 
At the next meeting there were twenty-two members, and now there are twenty- 
seven. Caroline Parsons is the president, and Georgia Miles, the secretary. The 
club meets on the first Saturday of each month, and will welcome any other Seattle 
children who wish to join them. The members have started a piano fund, starting 
with a. dime apiece, and each one trying to expand his dime into a dollar by 
earning the money. 

This club has done many fine things which we would like to tell you about, 
such as spending their Christmas money to buy underwear for less fortunate 
children, sending games to prisoners, sharing their party goodies with others who 
could not attend the party, and doing many things to live up to their pledge to 
radiate sunshine. 
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JUNE’S ADVENTURE 
MARGARET RoBINSON (9 years) 


Once upon a time a little girl, named June, was playing in the 
woods near a lake. She lived close to the mountains where there were 
many bears, and today as she looked around she saw a large cinnamon 
bear coming toward her. June was a brave girl, so she determined to 
meet this bear, and not run away. 

The bear came up to her, but did not offer to harm her in any way. 
June really was quite frightened, but she did not need to be, for the 
bear only wanted companionship, and he had decided that June was 
good company for him. 

June got over her fear, and she and the bear became fast icc, 
and they played together often in the woods. 


“She and the bear became fast friends.” 


Annie Mae Wilkins, Manor, Texas, asks us to help her in her studies. She 
is eager to be at the head of her class in all her studies. She also wants to be 
a Booster, and we have enrolled her. Remember the last verse of the “Prayer of 
Faith,” Annie: **All things I am, can do, and be, through Christ the Truth that 


is in me.” 
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They are coming to the party, 
From the East and from the West, 
From the northland, from the southland, 
Each in festal garment dressed. 


From the mountain, from the valley, 
From the plain and from the shore, 

-Surely, no such party ever | 
Gathered anywhere before. 


Some are speeding through the highways 
Of the stars, in airplanes fleet. _ 

Some by steamship, some by auto, 
Others haste on lovewinged feet. 


They are coming, see them coming, 
From beyond the distant seas; 

Guests and comrades; some are Authors, 
Some are Boosters; some are Wees. 


Boosters by the score and hundred, 
Happy Wees, by thousands come. 

Smiles are beaming, as the morning. 
Voices blend in one sweet hum. 


With a heart of loving gladness 
Which infolds you, one and all, 
You are welcomed by Wee Wisdom, 

Be you large or be you small, 
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Peter Pan steps forth to meet you, 
Doffs his cap, and makes a bow; 
Puzzle Page looks interested, 
As it winks, and questions, “ How?” 


- Blanche awaits you in her Corner, 
Saying things you love to hear; 

Royal, chum of all the Boosters, 
Offers you most princely cheer. 


See our artist, with a pencil 
Draw a‘smile on his own face! 
Little Fran, with modest sweetness, 
Smiles upon you, from her place. 
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Mary lays aside her Lessons, 
J oining in the happy time. 
And beside her, glad to greet you, 


Stands the one who wrote this rime. 


On our laughter, games, and singing, 
Smiles the willing August sun, 
Till the shadows, eastward pointing, 

Tell us that the day is done. 


Pleasant is the birthday season, 
For us all assembled here. 
And we give you invitation 
To return the coming year. 


(in; 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 

Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five sub- 
scriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at one time; 
send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail you a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so 
many Boosters that we cannot write for you. 


This is Wee Wisdom’s birthday, and how the Boosters flock to celebrate 
the occasion! Wees from Africa, China, Germany, France, England, Australia, 
New Zealand—Wees from South America, Mexico, Cuba—Wees from every 
quarter of the globe, gather at her birthday party to pay her homage. Wee 
Wisdom loves her children, and knows the secret of eternal youth. She is 
always the same sweet playmate, and though she may have tens of thousands of 
children, she will still have room in her heart for every one of them, and more. 

Fran and I were talking, the other day, about the “‘child-heart,’’ and she 
said that she always wanted to be a little girl, and love the dolls and the play- 
mates and the mind-pictures that she used to have when she wore short skirts, and 
braided her hair in pigtails. I told her that I felt the same way about always 
being a boy, and that we should always be little children. 

You know I’m pretty big, and people think that I am awfully dignified and 
everything, all excepting the Unity Boosters, and they know that I can romp and 
play, and can understand the thoughts of the little child, just as well as when | 
wore knickerbockers and played marbles. 

Fran has been a Wee all her life. She and her sisters used to have a Unity 
Sunday school in their backyard, in Merchantville; and all the children from the 
whole neighborhood used to come to Sunday school where Uncle John, Fran's 
father, would teach them the wonderful truths which we Boosters all know so 
well. Wee Wisdom used to have pictures of the Sunday School, and used to 
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tell of their good times. I wish I could find them, to show you, but they seem 
to have disappeared. 

The Unity Boosters are going to have a birthday party picnic for Wee 
Wisdom—you know, a real honest-to-goodness picnic—I wish that all the 
Boosters in all the world could be there. We surely would have a big time, for 
we would completely fill the whole park. There are fifteen thousand of us now. 
If we all lined up, we would make a parade two miles long. 

The Unity Boosters have a yell which we all shout when we are on a 
picnic. It is ; 

Rah, Rah, Rah, Rah, Rah, Rah, 
We are the Boosters, yes, we are! 

Rah, Rah, Rah, Rah, Rah, Rah, 
We stand for good thoughts! 
That’s what we’re for! 


You just bet the welkin rings when we all begin to shout this, and we wear 
Peter Pan hats, and red and yellow ribbons, and Booster Pins, so that every one 
knows who we are. . 

There are so many other guests at the birthday party which is being held 
this month in ‘Wee Wisdom, that we must say goodby for now. 

Next month we shall come again. 

Fran asks me to sign her name to this, too, so iis we are, 

FRAN AND Roya. 


Dear Wees—I have taken Wee Wisdom for about two years. I like it 


very much. I wish it was as big as a house. I have a very small pony, which is 
all black, except a white star in the middle of her forehead. She got her foot 
cut badly on a fence, and I am trying to treat it. I am sending you a poem that I 
wrote by myself. 

There’s nothing ever half so sweet 

As the pretty birds’ tweet-tweet ; 

Nothing half so clean and high 

As the pale blue in the sky; 

Nothing half so pure and white 

As the awakening morning light; 

Nothing as far as below and above; 

Nothing as good in our world as love. 

—Eugenia Faith Schell, Rattlesnake Buttes, Colo. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI went to a picnic yesterday, and coming home in an 
automobile truck, a lady drove a car too close to us. I had my feet hanging 
over the side of the truck, and the fender of her car hit my foot and ankle and 
bruised them and cut them. I am using the “Prayer of Faith’’ which Mother 
learned from Unity, and it has helped me. I would like to have the prayers of 
the Booster Club, and all the Wees. Will some of the Wees write to me. 
Mother reads the stories and letters to me every month, and sister Joy and I love 
Wee Wisdom. We have some little baby sparrows in a nest in the top of the 
column supporting our porch, and I can see the mother bird put the worms into 
the babies’ mouths. Mother says God takes care of the sparrows, so I know he 
takes care of me. I want to be a Booster. So does Joy.—William Woodrow 
Burch, 138 Lucile ave., Atlanta, Ga. (Call me Billy). 
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Dear Wees—Don’t you think Wee Wisdom is the best magazine for 
children? I certainly do, and don’t know what I would do without its visiting 
me every month. I think it is wonderful, the way Unity heals people. In our 
neighborhood, there is a little girl who was very sick of pneumonia, and the 
doctors had given her up, but Mother wrote to Unity telling of her condition, and 
now she is up, and looks as well as ever. Not long ago, the doctor thought I 
was going to have measles; but I said I was not going to have it and held this 
thought: “God is my health; I can’t be sick; God is my strength, unfailing, 
guick.”” And I did not have measles, although I missed a few days of school. 
What has become of Ernest Baltzell? I used to enjoy his letters in Wee Wisdom, 
But I haven’t seen any, for months. I have made many nice friends through Wee 
Wisdom, and would like to make some more. So will not some of the Wees 
write to me?—Helen Packer, 1519 East Ninth st., Trenton, Mo. 

Ernest is working at Unity, helping Wee Wisdom to get ready for her 
visits to girls and boys who do not live at Unity. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I know you must think I do not care about your 
lovely pictures and stories, as I have been a silent reader for many months. I 
I love your pictures and stories, and especially your Lessons for Young Students. 
I get a lot of help out of them, and the Bible Lessons, too. I did not think I was 
going to make my grade, but I know I shall pass now, for I trust God. and | 
know he will help me, if I ask him and trust him. I am trying to get up a Booster 
Club, and I know I shall succeed. I think I shall have lots of subscriptions for 
you, later. I wish some of the Wees would write to me-—Naomi Beck, 1853 
First st., San Diego, Calif. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been away to Ann Arbor, Mich. There is 
a little girl there, named Geraldine, who was very sick. I read Wee Wisdom to 
her, and she seemed to be getting along very well since I left. I read the faith 
prayer for her, and she liked it: I left the prayer with her. My mother got quite 
sick while I was away, and when I came back, my father and I said our faith 
prayer, and she seemed quite well.—Jrene Parker, 2382 St. Jean, Detroit, 
Michigan. 


Dear Wees—I wish to renew my subscription for Wee Wisdom, as I like 
it very much, especially ““The Promise Girl,” and ‘Peter Pan.” Wee Wisdom is 
very helpful to me. It has helped me at school, and it reminds me to help Mother. 
I wish some of the Wees would write to me.—Geraldine Staley, 2823 Granada, 
San Diego, Calif. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you very much. I like ‘““The Promise Girl,” 
and the stories, and ‘Peter Pan.’”-—Jrma Wood, Delanson, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have come to visit me for one year. My sister 
and I would like to be Boosters. I would like some of the Wees to write to me. 
And pray for my little colt who has a bad sore. I like the stories in Wee Wis- 
dom. I like Young Authors’ Department best of all.—Frances Cline, box 134, 
RFD route 2, Fredericksburg, Va. 


Dear Wees—Mama has been taking Wee Wisdom for me a good while, 
and neither she nor I expect to let it be stopped. Sometimes during the day, I say 
things that I shouldn’t, and then I go and read Wee Wisdom and, Oh! how sorry 
I feel! I then go and ask God’s forgiveness, and what a different but kindly feel- 
ing comes over me! I long to become a Booster; please tell me how I could join 
you. I would be so glad to have some of the Boosters, boy or girl, it doesn’t 
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make any difference which, to write to me.—Violet Marie Peeler, 616 South 
High street, Anna, Illinois. 
We have made Violet a Booster. 


Dear Royal—I’m very much pleased with Wee Wisdom. I would like to 
be a Booster.—Clinton Lowell, 6519 Tremont st., Oakland, Calif. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—My auntie sent Wee Wisdom to me for one year, 
and I have enjoyed reading it so much. I have saved every one of my copies, 
and am going to keep them, to read over and over again. It teaches little girls 
many good, useful things.—/rene Johnson, 4810 N. Bristol st., Tacoma, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I would like you to come to me another year, and I 
am sending a dollar. I love your verses and stories very much, and sometimes | 
find a nice little picture to draw. I often make verses, and here is one of them: 


Do what is right, 

And you'll bring light. 

Always be kind, 

And you will find 

That you'll surely earn 

Kindness in return. 

Bring light to the sad; 

Make them joyful and glad, 

And soon the world will be so gay, 
You'll find all work only play. 

I like “The Help Yourself Garden” very much.—Patricia Coffin, Mathai- 
kirch Strasse, 3c, Berlin,\Germanvy. . 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am writing to you for the first time. My aunt gave 
you to me for Christmas. I would like very much to be a Booster. I am inclos- 
ing twenty-five cents for a pin. I live on a large farm. I just love you, Wee 
Wisdom—the letters, Young Authors’ Department, and “Peter Pan.”°—Caro- 
lyn Ferris, South Royalton, Vermont, RFD route 2, box 35. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have a pin of the three wise monkeys, I want to be: 
a good Booster. My friend, Anna Masek, is getting better, right along; her legs 
are straightening. I couldn’t do without Wee Wisdom, for it helps me a great 
deal. I used to hate rain. But now I don’t; I used to be afraid of the dark, the 
lightning, and thunder, but now I feel safe with God. I wish every one would 
feel that way. I wish some Boosters would write to me.-—Bernice Carlson, 1924 


S. Forty-ninth Court, Cicero, IIl. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have not written for some time. I wish you would 
print my letter. I love to read Wee Wisdom. Every time it comes, I read it 
from the beginning to the end. I think it is a dear, sweet book. I try to help 
others, and do good. As soon as I begin to feel badly, I ask God to heal me. 
I say, is my health; I can’t be sick.’"-—Evelyn Elizabeth 2211 
Fourteenth st., Gulfport, Miss. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you very much. I don’t want to be without 
you. I am sending you the dollar today. I want you to come for another year. 
I love your stories, verses, and every thing that is in you. My papa is dead. 
Mother is trying to make a living, and sometimes she loses her courage, and I try 
very much to comfort her, telling her of God’s great love. He who provides 
for all the little birdies, will surely provide for.us, too. I ought not to have said 
that I am poor. Because I have two eyes to see all the beauties God made. And 
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two ears to hear all the sweet, little birdies sing. And two arms that are strong, 
to hoe the garden. And I hope some day I shall be able to help mother to make 
a living.—Marie Stolzenberger, Wetmore, Kans. 


Dear Unity—I am writing to you at last, and I like your Wee Wisdom very 
much. I am in the third grade at school. We had a nice rain today. And we 
studied this: “Let the clouds be gathered together unto one place and let the 
gentle rain descend.”? With all my love and thankfulness.—Lawrence Warnke, 
Stipek, Mont. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for nearly two years now. [| like 
you very much. I would like you to come every week instead of every month. 
I like ““The Promise Girl,”” and the verses. I enjoy reading the letters. [I like all 
of you very much. I am boosting Wee Wisdom all I can, and I think some of 
my little friends will subscribe for it. My arithmetic was a little hard for me, 
and I said a little prayer, and it got easier—Violet Lair, 5015 So. K st., 
Tacoma, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—It has been almost a year since I have written to you, 
but I have been busy. My mother is away with my sick aunt now, so | do all 
the housework. I enjoy it immensely, and am having a much more enjoyable 
vacation than usual. Other summers, I never knew what to do with myself, and 
sometimes was quite unhappy for not having enough pastime. I think if all the 
Wees would combine work with pleasure, they would enjoy their vacation much 
more. It also gives me a chance to think up stories. While I work, I think; 
this makes the work much more pleasant. I am inclosing a story now. I thought 
of it while I was admiring the beauty of a sunflower. I wonder if I have a twin? 
Any Wee who was fifteen years young, the Ist of March, please write to me. I 
would like to hear from a Wee in the junior year in high school.—Jona C. 


Brodbeck, 4132 W. Pine blvd., St. Louis, Mo. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—We all love Unity in our home, even the three-year- 
old baby. Heer little prayer for all occasions is: 
“T’m thankful for God’s loving care, 
Which heals and blesses, everywhere.” 
—Mrs. J. E. L. Cochran, Covington, T enn. 


Dear Wees—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. I am subscribing for-a 
friend. Her name and address are: Lillian Bezemek, 5413 West Twenty- 
second street, Cicero, Ill. She likes Wee Wisdom. Please pray for me. I 
have had hay fever every summer. I wish to be a member of the Booster Club, 
and am sending for a pin. I should like some of the Wees to write to me.— 
Bernice Carlson, 1924 S. Forty-ninth street, Cicero, IIl. 

Wees, let us join with Bernice in this prayer: “I breathe God’s pure breath 
of air, and my whole being is filled with love.” Then she will forget that there 
ever was such a thing as hay fever. We are glad that Lillian is to have Wee 
Wisdom, and we welcome Bernice as a Booster. - 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you so much that I want to join the Booster 
Club. I am sending for Booster pins, one for my sister, and one for myself. 
We both read Wee Wisdom. At school, when I cannot get my lessons, I say 
the “Prayer of Faith,”’ and then I can get them. I wish some of the Wees would 
write to me.—Margaret Lucile Basel, RFD route |, Martin's Ferry, Ohio. 

We are glad to welcome you into the Booster Club, because we are sure 


you will be a good Booster. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have belonged to you for a long time, and am 
sending all the love God gave me, to you. Mother reads you to me, and she 
thinks you are full of good instructions for little folks and grown people, too. 
Mother also receives Unity Magazine. I want to be a Booster, and would like 
a Booster pin. I am resolved to be a worth while Wee, and want you to accept 
me as a faithful member. I know God loves me and that his love shines forth in 
my words, and actions. Dear Wees, my mother is suffering with a very bad pain 
in her side. Please pray for her to be relieved. I would like to have some of the 
Wees write to me-—Herman Blackman, Dr. Hutson Land, Hindsbury Rd., St. 
Michael, B. W. I. 

We know that Herman’s mother received the healing he asked for her, 
because the Wees, everywhere, declare that God's life and love and peace and 
strength are healing and making happy all of his dear children who ask in prayer. 
We are glad to welcome Herman as a Booster, and shall be glad to hear from 
him again. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I am wearing my Booster 
pin. My father has received his book, but mine has not come, though I am look- 
ing for it every evening. I like the puzzles, and “‘Peter Pan,”’ and ““The Valentine 
best—Wm. Macleren Best, Jackson, St. Michael, Barbados, 

Just think of it, Wees! William and his father, way over in British West 
Indies, are reading the same stories you read, and they love Wee Wisdom just as 
you do. William’s father wrote us a letter, too, and he says his little son is 
loving the Wees and wondering if they will write to him. We think it would 
be splendid for the Wees to write to William, telling him some of the interesting 
things they do, and describing some of the beautiful places in our country. We 
feel sure they would get interesting letters in return. All the Wees send William 
their love. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I must tell you how you have helped me over some 
rough places. I have not been ill for nearly a year, save two slight colds. One 
thing, poison oak, has bothered me, but I get it less often. Please, dear Wee 
Wisdom, help me in my Latin and mathematical examinations, and help me to 
get over the habit of pouting at every annoyance, and to conquer a willful nature. 
If you like, I will write a story of how the pollywogs in our creek, are hatched, 
and about the linnet’s nest in the ivy at our school. I love. the stories in the maga- 
especially ““The Promise Girl.’—Katherine E. Morgan, Hillsborough, 

alif. 

Dear Wees, let us all boost mightily to help Katherine to know that she is 
so filled with love that the ivy can only be her friend, so filled with love that she 
won't even see anything that appears an annoyance; everything that comes her 
way will be just gn opportunity for her love beams to shine out. Also, we are 
all declaring that Divine Wisdom is your wisdom, Katherine, and all of your 


lessons are solved in it. : 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am sending you one dollar to pay the expenses of 
Wee Wisdom for another year, for I am enjoying the stories very much and do 
not wish to miss a copy. Inclosed please find a love offering.—Esther Schewe, 
Waterloo, Ill. 

We are glad you are to have Wee Wisdom for another year, Esther, and 
we thank you for your love offering. 
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Dear Boosters—I have taken Wee Wisdom for three years, but this is my 
first letter to you. One day my cousin said, “Let us join the Booster Club,”’ so 
I am asking to be enrolled. I shall try to get five subscribers to Wee Wisdom, 
and earn the Peter Pan cap. Inclosed find twenty-five cents, for a Booster pin. 
I would like to have the Wees write to me.—Mary Overend Fawcett, 7201 
Meade st., Homewood P. O., Pittsburgh, Pa. 

We are glad to make you a member of the Booster Club, Mary, and we 
know you and your cousin will be good Boosters. 


Dear Boosters—I have had Wee Wisdom for more than four years. | 
wrote a story for the Young Authors’ Department. The Magic Pillow verses 
are very nice, and I also like the poem that is on the inside back cover each month. 
I should like to belong to the Booster Club. The colors, object, motto, and pins 
of the Club are just lovely. Will the Boosters please write to me? I shall try 
to win a Peter Pan cap.—Marguerite Overend, Cottage 120, Van Buren 
Point, Dunkirk, N. Y. 

Marguerite and Mary Overend Fawcett, of Pittsburgh, Pa., are cousins, 
and they decided to become Boosters at the same time. Each has a Booster pin, 
and each is working for the Peter Pan cap. We welcome both, and know that 


they are good Boosters. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have started a Booster Club, with five members. 
We are living up to the motto of the club. I am president. My sister and I sent 
a comforting box to Elmer D. Hagelberg, of Charles City, Iowa. It had in it 
almost everything a boy could desire. I would like some boy or girl to write to 
me.—Bobby Karsch, Farmington, Mo. 

We are glad to know of this new Booster Club. Bobbie and his sister are 
splendid Boosters, and we know their club will be a success. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter, although I have received you 
for nearly a year. I am interested in the Booster Club, and would like to become 
a member. I am inclosing twenty-five cents for a pin. I should like to have a 
letter from a girl of about twelve, in Cambridge, Mass. ; I lived there until I was 
eight years old. Mother is sending for ‘““Wee Wisdom’s Way,” and “Treasure 
Box.” I have a copy of “‘Love’s Roses,” and I think it is a nice story.—Mar- 
jorie M. Kent, 11 Durham street, Boston, Mass. ; 

Marjorie named five of the things she likes best in Wee Wisdom. She also 
sent a story which she wrote. It is a beautiful description of sunsets, and will be 
given place in the Young Author’s Department, as soon as there is room for it. 


Dear Wees—I have been getting the magazine for five months. I am 
interested in the Booster Club, and would like to become a member. Inclosed 
find twenty-five cents for the Booster pin. I hope some of the Wees will write to 
me.—Ella Daniels, 4857 N. Talman avenue, Chicago, Ill. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I misplaced my Booster pin. I try to do what the 
Booster pin stands for, but it is quite hard to do. I should like May Casperson 
to write to me. . Papa sent an offering of ten dollars to Unity, and asked them to 
pray for Grandma, when she was not expected to live. Mrs. James Snipes, a 
lady I write to, wrote me that she was constantly praying that Grandma would 
get better. All our prayers were answered, for Grandma is well.—Louise 


Unfried, Touchet, Wash. 
When we read in your letter that you had misplaced your Booster pin, and 
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that it seemed hard for you to do what the pin stands for, we wondered if you 
had ever read the book, ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.” This is a 
beautiful story that tells about three girl friends who played together, and who 
each found a gate and a key that led them into a wonderful garden. One day 
one of the girls let a selfish thought into her mind, and lost her key. Could it be 
that in some way you lost sight of what the Booster pin meant to you, and then 
the pin itself got out of your sight? Just as the little girl of the story let love into 
her heart, and found her key again, you can fill your heart with love and every 
one who sees your face will know that you are a Booster, whether you have your 
pin or not. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been getting you for a long time, but this is my 
first letter. I am glad to have you in my home, but wish you came every week. 
I like best ‘“The Promise Girl,” Magic Pillows, and “The Help Yourself 
Garden.””—Pansy Boumeister, RFD route 1, box 87, Poplar Bluffs, Mo. 


Dear Kind Wees—I like your magazine very much. My brother was sick 
with mumps. I prayed for him, and in two days he was almost well. I like 
“The Promise Girl” best.—Mary Delafield, Onteora Park, Tanersville, N. Y. 

Mary sent us this little poem about her pet billy goat: 


My Bitty Goat 
Mary DELAFIELD (9 years) 
I have a little billy goat; 
He’s always kind and gentle. 
We love each other very much, 
But we're never sentimental. 


We went out one afternoon— 
We always go together. 

My mother said to be back soon, 
On account of rainy weather. 


Dear Wees—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I have the care of a baby 
sister, another sister nine years old, a brother twelve years old, anda father. I 
am fourteen years old, and I passed into the eighth grade at school.—Eathyl 
Brunk, Merritt, Washington. 

Eathyl, dear, we are knowing with you that, “God is your help in every 
need.”” The Father’s love is with you and your sisters and brother and father, 
and He will show you how to be loving and strong and wise. 


~ Dear Boosters—I have read in Wee Wisdom about the Booster Club, and 
am taking this opportunity to join—Mildred Thomas, 1517 North B st., Farm- 
ington, Mo. 

Mildred wrote this letter because she forgot to give her address in her other 
letter; then she forgot to put all of her address in this one. We are glad to make 
you a member of the Booster Club, Mildred, and we know it will help you to 
remember, and to do everything just right. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been reading your magazine, and [ like it very 
much. I wish to become a member of the Booster Club, and am _ inclosing 
twenty-five cents for a Booster pin. I am going to try to earn a Peter Pan cap. 
—Beulah Corrine Torgerson, 3328 Thirty-sixth avenue, South, Seattle, Wash. 
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You have been made a member of the Booster Club, Beulah, and we are 
sure that by being a good Booster you will earn your Peter Pan cap. 


Dear Wces—Will you please pray for my grandma? Her name is Mrs. 
Alice Swift. Also, please pray for Paul Borden. I would like to hear from the 
Wees. I live at 1424 East Hodge street, Tulsa, Oklahoma. Wee Wisdom is 
a great joy to me, and [ hope to take it now.—Glen Alise Borden. 

ees, let us all say these words of prayer for Glen’s grandma, and for 
Paul: ‘‘God is your help in every need. God is your health, you can’t be sick. 
God is your all; you know no fear, since God, and Love, and Truth are here.” 


Dear Wees—I am glad to be made a Booster, and am inclosing twenty-five 
cents for a pin. Wee Wisdom is helping me a great deal. When I feel an 
angry thought coming, I stop and count ten, as we were told in the Wee Wisdom 
Year Book.—Constance Abbott, Canton, Il. 

We are glad to know that Constance is so faithful in remembering and using 
the things that are taught in Wee Wisdom. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—yYour magazine comes every month, and is always 
welcome. I am a student at Central high school, and have quite a bit of work to 
prepare at home, but I am always willing to stay up for an hour, after lessons ate 
finished, to read Wee Wisdom. I especially like some of the stories, but from 
cover to cover the magazine satisfies me, and I am sure all the other Wees feel as 
Ido. In my school work I have done splendidly. My teachers are all very nice, 
and I know all this goodness, for which I am very thankful, comes from the loving 
Father, who will and does care for all of us. Send my love to all the Wees.— 


Janet Duerbeck, 2336 Benton st., St. Louis, Mo. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—We have some loving Boosters and Unity workers 
around here. There is Mrs. Rhine and Mrs. Jackson. Mrs. Jackson is very, 
very old, as the world counts time. But believe me, she has more vitality than 
most young women. Her demonstrations are simply wonderful, her adventures, 
too. She saw President Lincoln, and saw the soldier boys go off to the Civil 
war. She rounded the Horn in a sailing vessel, to come to California, after liv- 
ing in New York City, when they had candles for light. She has a wonderful 
memory, too. She remembers things by repeating them over and over, when she 
‘has nothing else to do. She sometimes walks up here from her ranch, which is 
about five or six miles away. Little Mildred Nicholas lives in Glendale. Every 
time she hears a train “‘toot,” as she calls it, she is frightened. Will you help me 
pray for her to overcome the fear?>—-Osmond A. Burton, box 36, Keene, Calif. 

Wees, let us all help Osmond with this prayer for little Mildred: ‘God's 
love is everywhere, and you have nothing to fear.” If there are other Wees in 
Keene, Osmond would like to hear from them. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Sometime ago, four of us started a Booster club. 
Since then, we have grown to ten members. We have just had a candy sale, and 
I am sending two dollars, for which please send ten Booster pins for the members 
ge en Club of Janesville.—Frances Barker, 417 Caroline st., Janes- 
ville, Wis. 


Bernice Young, of .Kirk, Colo., is a new Booster, who is wearing a pin. 
She would like to hear from other Boosters. 
Bernice Kirkpatrick, of Grand Junction, Iowa, has just asked to be en- 
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rolled as a Booster. Bernice lets a little friend read her Wee Wisdom, and she 
would like to have letters from the Wees. 

Justus Pearson, of Orion, Mich., RFD route 2, has just been made a 
Booster. He likes the Magic Pillow verses. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been receiving you for five months. How may 
I become a Booster? I wish some of the Wees in Washington, D. C., would 
write to me.—Lucy May Bostic, 1822 H st., N. W., Washington, D. C. 

We should be glad to have Roberta January, and other Boosters in Wash- 
ington, write to Lucy May. Your wish to be a Booster, and your writing about 
it, make you one, Lucy May. You will find the rules of the Club at the head of 
the Booster Department in Wee Wisdom every month. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have done a great deal for me. ‘This is your 
second year’s visit to me. I go to the Christian Science Sunday school, every 
Sunday morning, and I have learned to pray for myself and for others. My 
mother has been very sick lately, and I am doing my best to help her. Though 
she prays for herself, she does not seem to be making much progress. But I trust 
God, and know that he is infinite Health, and that Mother can’t be sick. I wish 
every Booster would help me in my treatment for her. Though I don’t write you 
often, I am doing my best to spread sunshine and love.—Nora Jeffery, 1272 
Twenty-second ave., East, Vancouver, B. C., Canada. 

We are glad you wrote us to help your mother, Nora. The Wees are 
good healers, and they are always ready to help every one who asks, for the 
heavenly Father has sent them into his dear home everywhere, to radiate sun- 
shine, and to express his abundant love, and to make known to all that he is their 
health and strength. Now all together, Wees, let us take Nora and her mother 
away from those sick thoughts, and right into the very heart of God’s love, and 
into the pure streams of his life that heals her body. 


Royal has received a letter from Elizabeth Ducles, who is returning to her 
home in Elk Rapids, Mich. 

We had a long letter from Dorothy Draper, of Des Moines, Wash., telling 
us of the good times she is having this summer. She also sent a story about two 
boys and a goat. We will not have room for the story in Wee Wisdom, but we: 
thank Dorothy for sending it. Your writing that you would like to become a 
Booster makes you one, Dorothy, and you will find the rules of the Club at the 
head-of the Booster department each month. 

_ Audrey Kolb, of Riverton, Nebr., sent a story for the Young Authors’ 
Department. You will see the story in Wee Wisdom just as soon as we find room 
for it, Audrey. 

Myrtle Puett, and her little sister live in Carlin, Nevada. They like all 
Wee Wisdom’s stories the same. Myrtle is crippled, and wishes to be well. 
Now, Wees, aren’t we glad Myrtle wrote to us? God, the Father, has given us 
something good and big to do. We can tell Myrtle about His healing life in her. 
You know, Myrtle, you are really God’s perfect child. Now, you must never, 
never say again that you are crippled. You must say and know that you really 


are perfect, then very soon you will be able to stand up straight and walk on your 
two good legs. 
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Jane Patterson, 2436 N. New Jersey street, Indianapolis, Ind., is a new 
Booster. Of all the stories in Wee Wisdom, she likes best, ““The Promise Girl,”’ 
and “Brother Oaks.” Jane asks that all the Wees pray that she may hear per- 
fectly, and stop biting her finger nails. Let us all help Jane to know that the love 
fairies are always whispering in her ears, so that her ears are glad to hear per- 
fectly; also, she must know that her hands are God’s hands, and that she must 
keep them beautiful for him. 

George Gilbert, of Merchantville, N. J., is a new Booster, and a good one. 
After he reads his Wee Wisdom magazines, he gives them to his neighbors. 
George sent a happy song that he wrote; we are saving it for next spring. 


We had a dear little letter from Mary Helen Daniel, of Trenton, Mo. 
She and her little friend, Rose Hemley, get Wee Wisdom as a birthday present 
from Mary’s aunt Edna. 

Will some of the Wees write to Ruth Somerville, of Norwich, N. Y.., tell- 
ing her about the Booster Club, and how she can become.a good Booster? Also, 
let us all boost for Ruth, by knowing that God is her help in her arithmetic. 
Unity is sending her ““The Prayer of Faith,”’ so she can say it with us. You can 
get a Booster pin by sending twenty-five cents, stating in your letter that you wish 
a pin. 

Alice Kary, of Castaic, Calif., enjoys Wee Wisdom, especially the Peter 
Pan stories and ““The Promise Girl.” Alice sent Wee Wisdom a poem which 
she composed, and which shows what a good Booster she is learning to be. The 


poem is about brave hands that are strong and brown; hands that lovingly care 
for a wee babe. 


Rowene Danielson, of Thermopolis, Wyo., sent a true story, in which she 
really was telling of her own demonstration. The story will be published if we 
have room for it. Rowene also asks to be a Booster. 


Dear Wees—This is my first letter. I love to read the Magic Pillows, 
“*The Help Yourself Garden,” “Peter Pan,”’ and ““The Promise Girl.”’ I shall 
try to be just like Margaret.—Evelyn Pratt, 2149 Clifton ave., St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much. I should like to attend your 
Sunday school. I did not like to go to Sunday school before taking Wee Wisdom, 
but now I love to go. I wish to join the Booster Club. I should like to have 
re from the Wees.—Genevieve Smith, 527 Carolina ave., Rocky Mount, 

We are with you in Spirit, at Sunday school, Genevieve, and we feel your 
love for us. Genevieve sent five’ selections, and they are all good. We have 
room for only one of them. Here it is: 


My PRAYER 
“Father, help me through this day, 
In all I think, or do, or say; 
To be like Jesus, pure and mild, 
Thy loving and obedient child. Amen.” 


Dear Wee Wisdom—A lady who lives in our house sent you to me as a 
present. Mrs. Boyd and I have great fun reading the letters from the other Wees. 
I will send for a Booster cap and pin very soon. I like to learn verses from Unity 
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Magazine, too. I should like to hear from Pauline Akers, of Pendleton, Ore- 
gon.—Beatrice Nicholas, 630 W. One-hundred-thirty-first st., New York, N. Y. 

We do not have Booster caps, Beatrice. Do you mean a Peter Pan cap? 
To get a Peter Pan cap, it is necessary to send us five subscriptions for Wee 
Wisdom. If you know of friends who would like Wee Wisdom, you can get 
their subscriptions, with their names and addresses, and send the five dollars to us, 
and we will send you the Peter Pan cap. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou were a Christmas present to me last Christmas. 
I love you very much. I never realized what a great good you could be to me, 
until you began visiting me, monthly. My parents, also, are pleased with you. 
After I have read you from cover to cover, I pass you on to a little boy friend of 
mine, who is crippled. He loves you very much.—Anita Howell, 6119 Dor- 
chester ave., Chicago, Ill. 

Dear Little Wees—I have been reading Wee Wisdom for a year and have 
enjoyed it very much. I like to read the letters and poems. I thought “The 
Promise Girl” was a good story, and I liked ““The Help Yourself Garden” very 
much, too. My aunt Viola gave me the book, ‘““Wee Wisdom’s Way,” for 
Christmas, and I read it and gave it to several of my schoolmates to read. I 
always save my Wee Wisdom magazines and give them to my friends to read. 
One little girl had appendicitis, and after she read ““Wee Wisdom’s Way,” 
7 held a healing thought and cured herself.—Vada Caroline Hobbs, Moran, 

ans. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am trying in the largest way I can, to radiate sun- 
shine to the darkest corner of life. 

The other day, a little boy of six cut his foot on a piece of glass. At once 
he began to cry. I said to him, ; 

““Come on, let’s play, and forget about evil; it doesn’t hurt now, does it?” 

he replied, “‘but it is bleeding.” 

“Because it is bleeding, that doesn’t make it hurt,” I said. 

When we finished playing, he didn’t limp, or think about it—Billy Fraes- 
dorf, box 137, Oatman, Ariz. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mamma wrote to you to pray for my sore leg, 
and I want to tell you that it is all healed. I thank God and you for helping me. 
Andrew Sorenson, jr., Alamogordo, N. M. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Last night, I was trying to ride a bicycle, and I had 
quite a hard time, but I said to myself, ““The people in stories always succeed, so 
why should not 1>”” Before I went to bed, I could ride quite well, and Wee 
Wisdom helped me to ride.—Roberta Ferguson, Fairbanks, Alaska. 

~ Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to belong to the Booster Club. I have been 
taking my Wee Wisdom to school. I like the story of ““The Help Yourself 
Garden,” “The Promise Girl,” and “The Little Lost Fairy.”—Richard 
McCurdy, 427 East Front st., Missoula, Mont. 

A friend of our Wees, in far away California, has sent us a box of fragrant 
California flowers—a great many varieties. She also sent a long list of the names 
of California wild flowers, numbering eighty-six. Think of it, Wees! Eighty-six 
different kinds of wild flowers! This kind friend of the Wees also reminds us of 
the saying of one of our famous preachers: ‘“‘Flowers are the sweetest thing God 
ever made and forgot to put a soul into.” Thank you, kind friend, for the 
flowers, and the thought. 
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Lesson 8, Aucust 21, 1921. 


PAUL PREPARES FOR WORLD CONQUEST.—Acts 15:36- 
16:5. 


GoLpEN TExT—But we believe that we shall be saved through the 
grace of the ‘Lord Jesus—Acts 15:11. 


While Paul was in Antioch, going on with his work for the Lord, his 
thoughts kept returning to the converts which he and Barnabas had made, 
on their first missionary journey. So, one day, he said to Barnabas, “Let 
us go back and visit these people, and see how they fare.”” This made 
Barnabas very glad, and he asked another man to make the journey with 
them. Now this other man was Mark, who once before had failed Paul 
and Barnabas, just when he was most needed. Because of this, Paul did 
not approve of taking Mark on this trip. Finally Barnabas took Mark, 
and sailed away. 

Then Paul chose for his companion, a man named Silas, who was a 
real Christian, and who afterward became a constant helper. of Paul’s. 
They visited the churches where Paul had seen so many people converted, 
and all their work received the blessing of God, and they helped many 
people. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 


What happens, when we fail to do our full duty as servants of the 
Lord? Our friends do not choose us again to help them. They choose 
one upon whom they can fully depend. 

What made Paul desire to visit again the people whom he had seen 
converted? Love; both for the people and for God. 

Why did Paul choose Silas as his companion? Because he knew 
Silas was a real Christian, who would love and help the people. 
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HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—/ will never fail in my 
duty to God, and to my fellow man. 


Lesson 9, Aucust 28, 1921. 
FROM ASIA TO EUROPE.—Acts 16:6-18. 

GoLDEN TEXT—And they said, Believe on the Lord Jesus, and thou 
shalt be saved, thou and thy house.—Acts 16:31. 

Paul and his companions went to Asia, intending to preach the Gospel 
there. But the time for this work in Asia had not yet come; so the Spirit 
told Paul that he was not to preach there. Paul did not waste time won- 
dering why, nor grieving because he could not remain there. He promptly 
sought the leadng of the Holy Spirit, as to where he should go. 

Then from Macedonia came the cry, “Come over and help us.” Paul 
knew this was a call to him, so he and his helpers went there at once, and 
began their work. They did not erect great churches, and they did not 
make a big fuss about what they were doing. They went about the Lord’s 
work quietly and prayerfully. They spoke to a little gathering of people 
by the river side, and among those who listened, was a woman named 
Lydia. 

Lydia was a business woman, a “seller of purple,” and when she was 
baptized, the others of her household were also converted. 

In this same gathering of people, was a young woman who was what 
we usually call ‘“‘a fortune teller.” She claimed that she had a wonderful 
power of seeing and knowing things which others could not know. She 
followed Paul about for many days, until he said to the unholy spirit which 
was in her, “I charge thee in the name of Jesus Christ to come out of her.” 
And the unholy spirit departed. 


Questions for the Children. to Answer 

What spirit did Paul show, in being so willing to go where the Spirit 
led him? The spirit of obedience. 

Is it necessary to have a church, or a large building, in which to preach 
the Gospel? No. God’s Truth can be taught wherever we are. 

What power has the Holy Spirit over unholy spirits? The Holy 
Spirit casts out everything that is untrue or undesirable. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—The Lord Jesus Christ 
saves and blesses. 


Lesson 10, SEPTEMBER 4, 1921. 
FROM PHILLIPPI TO ATHENS—Acts 16:19-34. 


GoLpDEN TEXT—The angel of Jehovah encampeth round about them 
that fear him And delivereth them.—Psalm 34:7. 


* 
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This is one of the most interesting lessons we have. Paul and Silas 
were accused of troubling the city, and they were beaten and abused, until 
their backs were sore and bleeding. Then they were cast into prison. 
Surely, this was a discouraging state of affairs, and ordinary people would 
have considered that God had forsaken them. But instead of losing faith, 
Paul and Silas spent their time praying, and singing praises. This was the 
time for a prayer and praise meeting, though not many of us would feel 
inclined to sing praises, in the same circumstances. 

God rewarded their faith, and at midnight, an earthquake shook the 
building; the doors were opened; the bonds and chains of all the prisoners 
were loosened, and the prisoners were free. The jailer, being awakened 
and finding all the prisoners free, would have killed himself. Paul spoke 
to the jailer, telling him to do himself no harm, for the prisoners were all 
there. Then the jailer asked Paul all sorts of questions about the saving 
power of the Lord. Paul explained to him many things about God's love, 
and the man and his family became Christians. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell in your own words, the effect of prayer and praise upon those 

things which bind and shackle us. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—/ praise the Lord, whe 
delivers me. 


Lesson 11, SEPTEMBER 11, 1921. 
PAUL IN ATHENS.—Acts 17:16-31. 

GoLDEN TEXT—In him we live, and move, and have our being.— 
Acts 17:28. 

In Athens, Paul was preaching to the people about Jesus Christ. Cer- 
tain philosophers and university professors heard of Paul’s teaching, and 
they had him brought before them, that they might learn more of what he 
was teaching. Paul called their attention to the fact that an altar had been 
erected in their city, at which an unknown god was worshiped. 

Paul tried to explain about God and his nearness to all people. He 
wanted to make these Athenians understand that God is not a stern judge, 
to be feared; but that he is a loving helper, very near to us. To make this 
truth plain, he said to them, “For in him we live, and move, and have our 
being.” 

Just think! All the life we have, all the love we have for each other, 
even all the breath we breathe, is God in us. In everything we think, or 
do, or say, we are expressing God; and; even if we would, we cannot 
possibly get away from God. He is with us every moment. If we remem- 
ber this, we shall not give way to temptation, for God will help us, and 
encourage us in doing that which is right. 
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Questions for the Children to Answer 
Where can any one go where he will not find God? There is no 


place where God is not; therefore no one can get away from him. 

What connection does God have with love? God is Love. 

How do we use God every day? We use God when we love each 
other; when we are joyous and happy; when we do kind deeds, and when 
we think kind thoughts. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—!/ live in God, and God 


I am composed of 9 letters. 

My 4, 5, 7, 3, is not narrow. 

My 9, 2, |, is what kitty says. : 

My 6, 8, 4, is what farmers do in the spring. 
My I, 5, 6, 3, is not foolish. 

My 6, 2, 3, is what we do with our eyes. 
My whole is a friend of yours, children. 


CONUNDRUM 
What letter of the alphabet would have made Noah’s Ark 


noisy ? 


SOLUTIONS TO JULY PUZZLES 
Bible Characters and Places. 
(1) Cain, (2) Eve, (3) Lot, (4) Adam, (5) Noah, (6) 
Jacob, (7) Eden, (8) Nod. 
Ships Without Sails. 
Kinship, Courtship, Worship, Hardship, Guardianship. 


Conundrums. 


Silence. 


They both have a bark. 
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BILLY TURTLE—HIS GREAT ADVENTURE 


= T WAS not until the next morning that Billy Turtle 
was sufficiently recovered to tell about it. His little 
brother, Pekoe—his full name is Orange Pekoe, be- 
cause of an orange stripe running straight down his back 
—was so anxious to hear the story, that he could 
hardly wait. He kept swimming around and around 
his brother, with his head on one side, in an inquiring 

Se sort of way. 

Before I let Billy begin his story, I must introduce him, and his 
brother, for I do not remember having told you about them. 

They are two small turtles, who live in a nice, glass house which 
is kept half full of fresh water. On the floor of the house are some 
pretty little shells; and in the center there is a big rock where the little 
turtles like to take sun baths. 

Billy, the elder, is a trifle larger than a silver dollar. Pekoe is 
about as large as a half dollar. 

They had always been contented and happy in their comfortable 
home until one windy day—but I'll let Billy tell about it. 

“Yes, I’m feeling quite myself again, Pekoe, old boy, but if I 
never have another such experience, that will be quite soon enough. 
You were right to refuse to follow me, and I’m sorry I called you such 
unpleasant names. 

“For some time, I had been wondering about the world outside 
our home. Through the walls of our home, we can see many interest- 
ing places, and I had become anxious to visit them. E-very day I tried 
my best, you remember, with my feet on the rock, to reach over the top 
of our home. Yesterday, when the wind from an open window blew 
the white cloth right over into the water by me, I just grabbed hold 
and started up. When I attempted to slide off the top, into the water, 
on the other side, I got a little bump, but I was so interested and ex- 
cited, I didn’t mind. I walked along, awhile, on the thing we can 
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- see through the floor of our house. I was glad when I came to the end 
of it, for I was tired of walking by that time, and knew swimming 
would be easier. I slid off into what I thought was water. It wasn’t 
water, at all, Pekoe, and what’s more—there isn’t any water in the 
whole world, except here, and in the place where Boy puts us to let the 
nice, clean water run over us. No wonder it makes your eyes stick out, 
to hear a thing like that! But it’s true just the same. I’ve been all over 
the world, I guess, and I know. How on earth folks live, I don’t 
know. I should think they’d get killed. Why, when I slipped off, I 
fell miles and miles, and then hit so hard, I thought I’d cracked my 
shell. I couldn’t move at all, for a while. Then I got my breath, and 
started to investigate everything that looked interesting. 

“T ran this way and that, under and over things, but it was as dry 
as could be. I soon forgot everything in my search for water. I was 
all dry and uncomfortable, and my legs were tired holding me up. 

“Suddenly, I came to something smooth and cool. I walked 
across it, thinking surely there must be water on the other side. I saw 
a pile of soft looking stuff in a dark, cool looking corner, and I headed 
for it at top speed. I dived into it head first, and I came near never 
getting out. . It was the very driest, dry thing in the world. It got into 
my eyes and nose, and under my shell'so I couldn’t pull my head in. 

“IT just stretched out, and the last thing I remember was being 
glad that you were not along, and hoping that you wouldn’t take a 
notion to follow me. 

“The next thing I knew I was being pulled out, and some one 
sald, 

“ ‘Here he is, at last. But I’m afraid—’ 

“Then I kicked a bit, and I heard Boy shriek, 

““Oh! he’s alive! Hurry, Mother, and put him under the 
faucet!’ 

_ “You will never know how good it felt when the cool water began 
running over me, washing off that dry, choky stuff. ; 

*“**My goodness! Billy Turtle!’ said Boy’s mother, ‘Couldn’t you 
-_ have found some better place than the ashes in the fireplace, when you 
went adventuring >” 

“Then she picked me up, and dropped me down here, in our home 
with you. Pekoe, I was so happy and thankful I just couldn’t talk, 
but cuddled down by you and went to sleep. 

“But I’m all right this morning; and in one way, I’m glad it all 
happened. I will never be discontented again, for I know we have the 
very best home in the world. We can see all the interesting things go- 
ing on outside, and yet all the time be comfortable and cozy on our own 


big rock. 
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““Then, too, we can share our joy and contentment with each 
other. You've no idea how much I’ve thought about that, old chap. 
Yes, I expect you’ve missed me, too, for you are too small to see much 
from the top of the big rock, unless you climb onto my back. 

“Things couldn’t be better than we have them, Peky. There’s 
just everything to make us happy and thankful. My adventure was a 
good thing, and I am glad I followed the white trail, for now I know 
there is no place like home. 

“Just the same—I’m glad it wasn’t you, for you are so small, they 
might never have found you at all.” 


COACHING 
IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN 


The charming princess in her coach, 
Goes out to take an airing. 

Her tortoise steed 

Makes little speed, 


But forward he is faring. 


The tortoise thinks of the long hill, 

Up which his feet are working; 
His patient ways 
Shall have my praise; 

I know he is not shirking. 


I’m sure the princess loves her steed, 
But, speaking quite at random, 

I'd like to see— 

If it could be— 
Two tortoises hitched tandem! 
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THE WEE WISDOM YEAR BOOK 


During last year, Wee Wis- 
dom contained a large number 
of pictures, poems, and stories 
which delighted you children. 
But, perhaps, you gave away 
your copies of Wee Wisdom 
which had some of the best pic- 
tures and stories in them. Or, 
maybe some of your Wee Wis- 
doms got lost or mislaid. 


You will get lonesome for 
Bug-a-Boo-Bill, Prince Happy- 
hop, Bill-a-Boo-Bug, and the 
rest of your interesting friends, 
. whose characters and doings 
made Wee Wisdom such a treat to you all last year. So, if 
you don’t want to part company with these new friends, you 
must have these pictured poems right with you, where you can 
read them over and over, or have them read to you. 


To you, dear children, who did not have Wee Wisdom 
during the year 1920, we wish to say that this “Year Book” 
contains thirty colored pictures, and thirty-one others, making 
over sixty pictures all together. Then besides the many illus- 
trated poems, there are a “Valentine Story;” an Indian story; 
a tale about “Three Travelers;” and a story called “What 
Puck Told Peter.” There are also other attractive things, 
which you will find, when you have the book. 


You can’t imagine more fun and interest in one book 
than you will find in this one. 


Then, call Mother’s or Father’s or Auntie’s attention to 
the “Wee Wisdom Year Book,” and one of them will get 
it for you. It is the same size as “Wee Wisdom’s Way,” 
and has the dearest picture, of a little boy riding horseback, 
on the cover. Price, $1.00. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy Avenue, Kansas City, Missouri 
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BLANCHE 


The farmer sits in the shade, at 
last, 

Enjoying the scent of sweet 
clover. 

He smiles, as he fans with his 
old straw hat, 

For his summer of labor is over. 


The sound of the threshing is 
hushed in the field— 
No need now to hoe every day. 
He watches the hollyhocks nod 
in the breeze, 
As happy and lazy as they. 
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u And then I try, 
In all I do, 


To keep my world 
all good and true. 


NICHT 


At night, when to 
My bed I start, 
I'm thankful to have done 


my part. 
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